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lindens. The nightingales had ceased singing
Once an owl floated buoyantly across our path and
Ingrid, afraid, clung to me with the lightness of
thistledown. I kissed her protectively. Cautiously
we reached the yew hedge beneath the castle walls.
The conservatory door was unlocked and we
stepped lightly through it into the main building.
All was quiet as we ascended the heavy-carpeted
stairs.
I watched Ingrid disappear noiselessly -into her
room.
#                 #                 *
WHEN I entered the breakfast room next morn-
ing, Sigrid's father welcomed me genially. He was
freshly shaven and his tweed coat smelt of tobacco
ash. He had been inspecting the dairy. I braced
myself to hear details of various grades of milk
rippling off his tongue with well-meant effusiveness.
As I poured out coffee the door opened and Sigrid
came in. Her glance was cold with hatred and
I knew that she was aware of my meeting with
Ingrid. She ignored my greeting. I tried to make
conversation. I spoke of Jersey kine to Sigrid's
father while my thoughts were back in the linden
wood. I was uncomfortable and felt at Sigrid's
mercy. She was unforgiving: the loathing in her
stare mesmerised me. I hated myself a little amid
a chaos of disturbing emotions. I decided to make
an excuse and to leave Malmo as soon as I decently
couldl
" The Scandinavian countries are very free of
rinderpest," Sigrid's father was remarking zestfully.